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which was power-politics, but with its shadow, which at the moment
was minority rights.

The assemblage wasn't all discussion of politics and premonition
of disaster. It was also a spectacle of human adjustment and human
adjudication. Here in the heart of the Tatras in the comfortable
but not luxurious government hotels, with towering mountains and
dense forest as if to protect them from the intrusion of the outside
world, had gathered a choice assemblage of young people. They
had come from many lands, England, America, France, Italy,
Yugoslavia, Bulgaria, Rumania, Hungary, and from many parts
of Czechoslovakia. There was one delegate from the Reich, from
the city of Leipzig. It was demonstratively a gathering made up of
intelligentsia, college students and college graduates with positions
of responsibility in journalism, in politics, in the professions, in
government.

The Slavs had roused the envy of the others with their language
achievements; especially was this true of the Czechs and the Slovaks.
One handsome Slovak, a recent college graduate, carried on in my
presence a conversation in English, Slovak, French, and German.
Modest and gracious, he blushed slighdy when I complimented him
on his proficiency in so many languages, for he also spoke Yugoslav
and Czech and understood Russian. A Russian girl from Ruthenia,
as handsome as she was modest, with large brown eyes, a clear
complexion, wavy light-brown hair, and a poise that wooed and
defied friendliness, could converse in almost any language in which
she was addressed. Her father was a Ruthenian, her mother a
Hungarian, and all her life she had been living in a world of inter-
national and inter-racial relationships.

" I didn't learn languages," she said. " I grew up in them."

Thrown into close contact with one another, the delegates got
easily acquainted and broke up into groups, went walking, drank
cocktails and danced and laughed and flirted and made themselves
ludicrous and unheroic and pleasant and exciting, as people always
do when circumstances band them together in an out-of-the-way
place in Czechoslovakia or anywhere else.

The three Italian delegates, young men, all Fascists, were the